
8 The Temptft . 


1 Ant . Wc two my Lord, will guard your pcrfon. 

While you take your reft,and watch your fafety. 
^/(?».Thankeyou: Wondrous heauy. 

Seb. What a ftrange drowfines pofleffes them { 
Ant. It is the quality o’th’Clymatc. 

Seb. Why 

Doth it not then our eye-lids finke ? I findc 
Not my lclfc aifpos’d to deep* 

Ant. Nor I, my fpirits are nimble : 

They fell together all, as by confent 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ftrokc: what might 
i Worthy Sebastian? O, what might ? no more : 

And yet, me thinkes I fee it in thy face. 

What thou ftxpuld’ft be: th’occaiion lpeaks thee, and 
, My ftrong imagination fee's a Crowne 
Dropping vpon thy head. 

Sel. What? art thou waking ? 

Ant. Doyounothearcmcjipeakc? 

Seb. I do, and furcly 
It is a fleepy Language; and thou fpeak’ft 
Out of thy fleepc: What is it thou didffc fay? 

This is a ftrange repofe, ro be afleepc 

With eyes wide open: {landing, (peaking, mouing: 

And yet fo fail afleepe. 

Ant . Noble Stbaftian. 

Thou let’ft thy fortune fleepc: die rather: wink’ll 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou do'ft fnore diiftin&ly. 

There’s meaning in thy fnorcs. 

Ant. I am more ferious then my cuflomc: you 
Muft be fo too, if heed me: which to do, 

Trcbbles thee o’re. 

Seb ♦ Well: I am (landing water. 

Ant ♦ He teach you how to flow.. 

Seb. Do lb ; to ebbe 
Hereditary Sloth infiruds me. 

Ant. O! 

If you but knew how you the purpofe chcrifh 
Whiles thus you mockc it: how in (h ipping it 
You more inueft it: ebbing men, indeed 
(Molt often) do fo neerc the bottome run 
By their owne feare, or (loth. 

Seb. 'Prc-thec lay on, 

The fetting of thine eye, and chcekcproclaime 
A matter ftom thee; and a birth, indeed,! 

Which throwes thee much to yccld. 

Ant. Thus Sir : 

Although this Lord of weakeremembrance; this 
Who (hall be of as little memory 
When he is eartlf d, hath here almoft perfwaded 
(For bee’s aSpirit of perfwafion, onely 
Profeffes to perfwadc) the King his Tonne's aliue, 

’Tis as impofsible thathee s vndrown’d/ 

As he that fleepcs heere,fwims. 

Seb. I.b^uenohope 
That hcc’s vndrown ? d. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope. 

What great hope haue you? No hope that way, Is , 
Another way fo high a hope, that euen 
Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond 
But doubt difeouery therev Will you grant with me 
That Ferdinand is drown’d, 

Seb . He’s gone. 

Ant. Then tell me,who T s the next heire of Naples ? 
Seb. ClartbeH. 

jlni. She that is f^uccnc of Tunis: £he that d welf 


Ten leagues beyond mans life : (he that from Naples 
Can haue no] note, vnleffc the Sun were port: | 

The Man i*th Moone's too flow,till new-borne chinm 
Be rough, and Razor-able: She that from whom 
We all were fca-fwallow'd, though fome caft againe 
(And by that deftiny) to performe an a& 

Whereof, what's paft is Prologue; what to come 
In yours > and my difeharge. 

Seb. What ftuffe is this ? How fay you? 

’Tis true my brothers daughter’s Quecne of Tunis 9 
So is flic heyre of Naples , ’twixe which Regions 
There is fome fpace. 

Ant. A fpace, whofc eu’ry cubit 
Seemes to cry out, how (hall that CUribcil 
Mcafure vs backe to Naples ? keepe in Tunis, 

And let Sebaftian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath feiz’d them, why they were no worfe 
Then now they are: There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that fleepes; Lords, that can prate 
As amply, and vnneccflanly 
As this Genzutllo : I my lelfc could make 
A Chough ofasdeepe chat: O k that you bore 
Thcmindcthatl do; what a fleepe were this 
For your aduanccment ? Do you vndcrftand me ? 

Seb. Me thinkes I do. 

Ant. And how do’s your content 
Tender your owne good fortune? 

Seb . I remember 

You did fupplant your Brothet Profpero. 

Ant. True: 

And lookc how well my Garments fit vpon me. 

Much fearer then before: My Brothers feruants 
Were then my feliowes, now they are my men. 

Seb. But for your confciencc. 

Ant . I Sir: where lies that ? If *twere a kybe 
’Twould put me to my flipper: But I fede not 
This Deity in my bofome: ’Twcntic confcienccs 
That Band ’twixe me, and < JMillaine , candied be they, 
And mejt ere they mollefl : Hcere lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth he lies vpon, 
if he were that which now hcc’s like (that’s dead); 
Whom I with this obedient ftccle (chrcc inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for euer: whiles you doing thus, 

To the perpctuall winke for aye might put 
This ancient morfcll: this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not vpbraid our courfe: for all the reft 
They’l take fuggeftion, as a Cat laps milke, 

Thcy'l tell the clockc, to any bufinefle that 
We fay|befits the hourc. 

Seb ♦ Thy cafe, decrc Friend 
Shall be my prefident: As thou got’ft Millarne, 

Tie come by Naples; Draw thy fword, one ftrokc 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paieft. 

And I the King fhall loue thee. 

Ant. Draw together: 

And when I rearc my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonz*alo. 

Seb . O, but one word. 

Enter Ariell with CMuftcke and Song. 

Ariel. My Mafter through his Art forefees the danger 
That you (his friend)are in, and fends me forth 
(For clfe his proic& dies) to keepe them lining. 

Sings in Genzatloes care . 
While you here do fnoaring lie , 

Open-ey'd Conjpiracie 
His time doth take ; 

if 
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Shake off f umber and beware, 
jiwakey awake. 

Ant . Then let vs both be fodaine. 
r Now.eoodAngelsprcfcruethcKing. • 

2*. Why how now hoa;awake? why are you drawn? 

Wherefore this ghaftly looking ? 
n orl What’s the matter i , 

S e b * Whiles we flood here fccuring your repofe, 
ffiucn now) we heard a hollow burftot bellowing 
Like Buis, or rather Lyons, did’t not wake you *. 

It ftrookc mine care moft terribly. 

Ah. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, ’twas a din to fright a Monuers care J 
To make an earthquake : fure it was the roare 
Ofa whole heard of Lyons. 

Alo. Heard yout-this Gonz.alo ? 

Gon. Vpon mufc honour,Sir, I Hear-., a humming, 
(-And that a ftran|e one toct) which did awake me: 

I (bak’d you Suyand cride: as mine eye;, opend, 

I faw their weapons drawnc: there was a noyie. 

That’s verily : ’'tisbeft we itand vpon our guard; 

Or that we quit this place j let’s draw our weapons. 

Abu Lead offthis ground & lei's make further icarcn 

For my poorc forme. 

Gon. Heauens keepe him from tbcle hearts: 

For he is fure i’th lfland. 

^lo. Lead away. , , ('° orie * 

Ariell. Prof era my Lord, fhall know what I haue 
So (King)goc iafely on to feeke thy Son. Exeunt. 


Scoena Sacunda. 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen oflFood (a neyfe of 
Thunder heard.) 

Cal. AU the infe&ions that the Sunncfuckes vp 
From Bogs,Fens, FLirs, on Profper fall,and make him 
By ynch-mcale a dileafe: his Spirits hcare me, 

And yet I necdcs muft curle.Buc thcy'l! nor pinch, 

Fright me with Vrchyn-ftiewcs,pitch me Tzh mire. 

Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darke 
Out of my way,vnleflc hebid’em; but 
For cuery trifle, arc they fee vpon me. 

Sometime like Apes,that moc and chatter at me, 

And after bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 
Lye tumbling in my bare-foote way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fal!: fometime am I 
All wound with Addcrs,who with elouen tongues 
Doehiffemcinto madneffe : Lo,now Lo, Enter 

Here comes a Spirit of his,and to torment me TrinGulo. 
For bringing wood in flo wly: Tie fall flat, 

Perchance he will not minde me. 

Tri. Here’s neither bufh, nor fhrubto be3reoff any 
weather at all: and another Storme brewing, I hearc ic 
fing ith* winde: yond famoblacke cloud, yond huge 
one? lookeslike a foulebumbard that would fhed his 
licquor: if it fh'ould thunder, as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head: yond fame cloud cannot 
choofe but fall by paile-fuls. What haue we here,a man, 
orafifh? dead or aliue ? afifli, heefmels like a fifh: a 
very ancient and fi(h-likcfmelh a kinde of, not of the 



neweft poore-Iolm: a ftrange fifli: were I in England \ 
now (as once I was) and had but this fifti painted; not t 
a holiday-foole there but would giue a peccc of filucr • I 
there, would this Monfter, make a man: any ftrange 
beaft there,makes a man: when they-will not giue a 
doit to rclieue a lame Begger,they will lay out ten to fee 
a dead Indian : Leg’d like a man; and his Finnes like 
Armes: warme o’ my troth : I doe now let loofe my o- 
pinion; hold it no longer; thisisnofifh, but anlflan- 
dcr, that hath lately fuffered by a Thunderbolt: Alas, 
the florme is come againe: my beft way is to creepe vn- 
dcr his Gaberdine : there is no other flicker herea¬ 
bout : Mifcry acquaints a man with ftrange bedfel- 
lowcs: I will here ftuowd till the dregges of the ftorme 
bepaft. 

Enter Stephana Jingingl 

Ste. Iflail no more to fea 9 to Jea , here fhall 1 dye aflore. 

This is a very feuruy tune to fing at a mans 

Funcrall; well, here’s my eorrforr. Tlrinkes. 

Sings. The Mafter* the Swabberyhe Boate-fwnine cr I; 
The Gunner^and hu \JMatc 
Lou'd Mall, Meg,andLMarria;tAnd CMargerie, 

But none of vs car’d for Kate. 

For fle had a tongue with a tang , 

Would cry to a Sailorgoe hang : 

She loud not the fluour of Tar nor of Pitch , 

Tec a Tailor might fcratch her where ere fle did itch . 

7 hen to Sea Boyes , and let her goe hang. 

This is a icuruy tune :oo; 

But here’s my comfort. drinh. 

Cal. Doe not torment me: oh. 

Ste . What's the matter ? 

Haue we diuelshere? 

Doe you put trickes vpori's with Salvages, and Men of 
lodes’ lia? I haue not firap'd drowning, to be afeard 
now ofyour fourc legges; for it hath bin faid; as pro¬ 
per a man as euer went on foure legs, cannot make him 
giue ground .• and it fhall be laid fo againe, while Ste - 
phano breathes at’noftrils. 

(fal. The Spirit torments me .• oh. 

Ste . This is fome Monfter of the lfle,with foure legs; 
who hath got (as I take it) an Ague : where the diuell 
fhould he lcarne our language ? I will gitic him fome ro 
liefe if it be but for that 2 if I can rccouer him, and keepe 
him tame , and get to Naples with him, he*s a Pre- 
fent for any Emperour that euer trod on Neates-lea- 

theii 

Cal. Doc not torment me prethec * Tie bring my 
wood home faftcr. 

Ste. He's in his fit now; and doe’s not talke after the 
wifeft; hee (ball tafte of my Bottle: if hee haue neucr 
drunke wine afore, it will goe neere to remoue his Fir : 
if I can rccouer him,and keepe him tame, I will not take 
too much for him; hee (hallpay for him that hath him, 
and that foundly. 

Cal . Thou do'ft me yet but little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling: Now Projpervtoikcs 
vpon thee. 

• ■-« Ste. Come on your wayesopen your mouth .* here 
is that which will giue language to you Cat$ open your 
mouth; this will lhake your fhaking, I can tell you,and 
that foundly ‘ youcannot tell who's your friend; open 
your chaps againe. 

Tri. 1 (hould know that voyceJ 
Ic fhould be, f 

But i 








































